
PRINK. MY FAVORITE, 
CARNATION MALTED MILK. ^ 
SWELL TASTIN' ANP CHUCK | 
FULL OF ENERGY ANP 
MUSCLE-BUILPING FOOP. 

THEY RE A CINCH TO 
MAKE RIGHT AT HOME 
a ANYTIME. ASK YOUR MDM 
TO GET CARNATION 
MALTEP MILK TO PAY. 




SILL 




BOYD WESTERN # # «»« Ar.td^ 

i nr irMH! » WJLt LiEGERSON V. A. PROVISIERcS • At JEtTEK 

The following outstanding rnagoiinel ore easily identified 
on their cover* by the wordi A FAWCETT PUBLICATION. 
CAPT. MARVEL ADVENTURES • LASH loRUE WESTERN • THE MARVEL FAMILY • FAWCETT'5 FUNNY ANIMALS 
WHIZ COMICS • WESTERN HERO • ROCKY LANE WESTERN • NYOKA THE JUNGLE GIRL • GABBY HAYES WESTERN 
CAPT. MARVEL JR. • MASTER COMICS ■ TOM MIX WESTERN • MONTE KALE WESTERN ■ HOPALONG CAS5IDY 
ROD CAMERON WESTERN • BILL BOYD WESTERN • SIX-GUN HEROES • SMILEY EURNETTE WESTERN 



ii mode to insure thai ihes 
highest quality of wholcsi 



President 
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RfLiT WHEN THEV REACH THE NEXT WATER. HOLE 
^AfTER A TORTUROUS MARCH ACROSS. THE 

Bl azimq sanps. rijg/tBSWT~ 

I WAS AFRAIP 1 
OF THIS.' DRV / 



fl#HAT NIGHT... 
w THEIR PLAlh 



THAT MEANS THERE'S ) 
\NO MORE WATER BE- 
S TWEES HERE , 

JUNCTION CITy.'THE 
HERP WON'T BE 
ABLE TO STANP IT 
MUCH LONGER.' 
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KAINY &USTER in the swim 




Get this exciting book of dog-training secrets 
now revealed by r ->nnnn 

Karlis Petersons, world-famous dog trainer with 
Ringling Bros Circus, tells you how to teach your own 
dog some of the breath-taking tricks his circus dogs 
perform. Petersons has astounded huge audiences oa 
' - .*\ every continent in the world with his amazing dog acts ! 





sc. i '"Won 



GET THIS AMAZING BOOK 

"31 TRICKS 

for your ooer 

Brand new ! You've never seen any- ly just by following the simple in- 
thinghkeitbefore!Thisnew24-page structions in this book. You'll learn 
illustrated book contains 31 exciting how to have more fun with your dog, 
tricks like somersaulting in the air.. too!" Yes, kids, this is a great 
walking on front legs . . . jumping opportunity for you to teach clever 
over hurdles! Every boy and girl who tricks to your dog. You'll be the envy 
owns a dog needs this book. Ringling of all your friends ! So don't delay ! 
Bros' world-famous dog trainer says, Send for your copy of this wonder- 
"You can learn to train dogs quick- ful book now! 

You can't buy this book in Horei. Only Daih hoi .: 
Send for your copy today! 



Here's how to get this 
greet dog-training book NOW! 

Just send 10 cents and one label from 
Dash to DASH DOG FOOD, Dept. F. 
Box 7400, Chicago 77, Illinois. Or use the 
order blank at right. Send for your copy 
today I Dash is extra good for your dog- 
it's fortified with liver, the richest of all 
meats. So get Dash at your grocer's now ! 

SEND FOR YOUR COPY TODAY ! 




DASH DOG FOOD 
Dept. F. Box 7-100, Chicago 77. Illinois 
Please send my copy of *'31 Tricks For Yt,ui 
Dog." I enclose 10 cents and I label from Dsisli 
Dog Food. 



HURRY I Offer for limited time only i 
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POISON GUN 



By Westbrook Wilson 



A 



S far back as he could remember, Dunny 
Baxter had been an admirer of Lon 
Lang. He idolized him the way a boy of the 
east idolizes a great baseball or football star. 
All day long the small boy would play with 
his hand-whittled wooden guns, carrying them 
in his belt, whipping them out, shouting, 
"Bang ! Bang !" 

Each time he got an imaginary badman, 
he'd pull out his broken-bladed, knife and 
put another notch in a gunstock. Soon there 
were more notches than guns. The cowpokes 
all laughed at him and called him "Two-Gun 
Baxter." The boy, himself, pronounced it 
"two-dun" and presently it was "dun" and then 
"dunny" — which was how he came to be known 
as "Dunny Baxter." 

When he was a kid the bronc busters used 
to ask him again and again, "What're you 
going to be when you grow up, sprout?" 

They invariably got amusement out of his 
answer, "I'm donna be a dead-eye dun-slick 
like Lon Lang !" 

They thought it very funny to see this 
little boy with his two wooden guns whipping 
them out and imitating his great hero. 

One of the old-timers shook his head and 
declared sadly, "They oughtn't to encourage 
that button that way. Dunny thinks Lon Lang 
is a hero. But he's really, just a low-down, 
ornery, hired killer that the law hasn't ever 
quite caught up with. Any boy that takes 
Lon Lang as a model is bound to grow up to 
be a badman just as sure as I'm sitting here 
on this corral rail!" 

But the young man laughed and said, "Old 
S^wp, you're taking it all too seriously. A 
small fry with wooden guns can't be an owl- 
hoot 1" 

So they built up and embellished the legend 
of the "great" Lon Lang and what a great shot * 
he was until young Dunny thought of Lon f 
as a sort of western Robin Hood, who used a | 
Colt instead of a long bow. 

But now Dunny was 18. He no longer said % 



"dun" for gun. In his holsters were two deadly 
Colt .45's and the only thing wooden about 
them was their burnished cedar stocks. Dunny 
was a man, tall, ctear-eyed, brown-skinned, 
He had grown up in everything but his ad- 
miration for Lon Lang. ■ He still believed all 
the great legends about the notorious gun 
click. Some of the punchers, whose hair was 
graying, remembered the solemn but unheeded 
warning of Old Pop. "That kid's going to 
tie up with Lon Lang and he'll be a wild 
one for sure!" they said, gravely and sadly, 
forgetting that it was their own fostering oi 
the Lon Lang legend that had made Dunny 
that way. 

An amazing thing had happened to Dunny, 
an amazing and wonderful thing, according to 
his way o£ thinking. He had written a letter 
to Lon Lang and had received an answer. He. 
had asked a chance to meet and maybe pard 
up with his hero. Lang had heard of the 
idolatrous boy who had long wanted to bi 
a "dun-slick." He had also heard that Dunny 
could flip six pine cones into the air and 
bust them all with his Colt before they hit the 
«arth. Lon Lang knew he could use an assist- 
ant like that. 

Dunny rode at an easy gait toward the foot- 
hill cabin where he was to meet his "hero." 
His desire was to ride like the wind but some 
instinct told him it wouldn't be well to seem 
over-eager. He drew rein beside the cabin and 
dismounted quietly. He was nervous. He de- 
cided to have a peek in the window before 
going inside. There were two men seated 
at a table. Dunny recognized Lon Lang at 
once. Tall, broad-shouldered, was ht. The 
gray at the temples only emphasized his 
fierce black hair. Eyebrows and mustache 
matched the hair for fierceness. 

Dunny barely noticed the other man. The 
pair raised coffee cups and drank. The man 
opposite Lon Lang took a big swallow, grim- 
aced, coughed, and pitched from his chair. 
To Dunny's horror, Lon Lang rose, stood over 



BILL BOYD WESTERN 



the fallen, unconscious man, and calmly fired 
a .45 slug into his forehead. 

For a second, Dunny was too stunned to 
move. Then, forgetting caution, he raced 
through the cabin door, into the face of Lang's 
smoking gun. Dunny halted, raised his hands, 
and panted, "I'm Dunny Baxter, You invited 
me." 

Chuckling, Lang holstered his six-gun. 
"Howdy!' he said. "You ought to sing out 
before busting in like that. I might've put 
some daylight in your gizzard." 

Dunny lowered his hands slowly and looked 
questioningly at the man on the floor. "Oh, 
him?" said Lang. "A no-good hombre. I was 
commissioned to finish him off. It was easy. 
One bullet." 

"But he looked poisoned !" 

"You've got a sharp eye, kid," grinned Lon. 
"You and I can go a long way together. I 
like a kid with a sharp eye. Of course he was 
poisoned. It's one of the elementary tricks 
in this business. I poison his coffee. That 
knocks him out. Then I pop him through the 
head. Nobody's going to think he was poisoned 
as long as there's a hole in his head. And I 
get my fee just the same." 

"But , . . that's not . . . fair!" 
. "Fair? Listen, sprig, if you plan to make 
your living by daylight ing various no-good 
hombres, you've got to get any notions of 
fair play right out of your skull.' Or else 
some sidewinder's going to put a hole in 
your skull and all those notions will drain 
out," 

Lang paused, grinning, to roll and light a 
cigarette. He continued, "Now I've got a rep 
as a fast draw. I am fast. Fast enough to put 
on a show when it's necessary. But I don't 
believe in pushing my luck. Whenever I can 
poison a man first and shoot him later, I do 
it. It's the safe way. Makes you live longer. 
And that's the way you and I will work it 
together. I've heard a lot about you. Dunny. 
We'll make a great team!" 

Cold sweat froze Dunny Baxter's temples 
and his heart seemed tied in knots. It wasn't 
fear; it was disgust, loathing, revulsion and, 
above all, disillusionment! What a letdown! 
His great idol had turned out to be nothing 
better than a sneaky poisoner. 

But Dunny's voice was even and calm as 
he said, "Put up your hands, Lon Lang! I'm 



turning you over to the sheriff for murder!" 

If the gun slick was surprised, he didn't 
show it. His hands blurred to and from the 
leather holsters. His guns barked, then clat- 
tered; they were lying on the floor as Lon 
gazed dumbly at his blood-reddened wrists. 
Dunny had met the notorious marksman, re- 
putedly the fastest draw in the west, and 
had outdrawn him! 

Grimly the young man bound the wounded 
wrists of the famous gunman and herded him 
to the sheriff's office where he reluctantly 
unfolded his eyewitness story of the brutal 
murder. 

Brazenly, Lon Lang denied it all. "This 
sprout bushwhacked me!" he lied. "He's aim- 
ing to get some glory from bloodying up 
the great Lon Lang. His story about me poi- 
soning somebody is just a lot of tumbleweeds." 

"Lang, you've been suspected of murder 
more than once," drawled the sheriff, "but 
the law's never been able to prove anything. 
If ever there were any eyewitnesses, I allow 
as how your slick-gunning made them plumb 
speechless. Now here is a young hombre who 
is brave enough to march smack dab into the 
jailhouse with you and make the accusation. 
I'm a mind to believe him." 

"My word's as good as his!" snarled Lang. 

"Maybe, for the time being," drawled the 
sheriff. "But if an autopsy shows poison in 
the dead man, your head's in a noose, Lang!" 

THE badman knew his game was up. "Curse 
you, Dunny!" he cried, his voice grating 
with rage. "I'll get out of this! And believe 
me, I'll fix you!" 

"You have already fixed me, thanks," said 
the youth. "All my life I idolized you. I 
wanted to be a wild-riding, snap-draw gunman 
like you — a Robin Hood with a Colt!" he 
paused to laugh dryly. "But you fixed me 
good! You showed me how wrong I was! Why 
if I got to be like you, I'd be nothing but a 
lying, poisoning coward!" 

He turned to the lawman. "Sheriff, I'm 
pretty handy with a gun. But my new ambi- 
tion is to use it on the side of the law. Got 
any openings for a new deputy?" 

"Reckon we can always use a good man," 
drawled the officer. "And any hombre who 
can outdraw Lon Lang is a real good man!'* 
THE END 
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lOrniRCAVOH 

BRAcet£rf-\ 




WBiST Sizs. large Q small □ I 



13 OR 

QDV£NTURfJ 

holor 

U|XCIT£MENT ( AND, 
QjOPG IN 

KIhruis 



ALL FOR 



fm\ HLY FAWCETT 
J2J AGAZINES ... 

Do 4 



£3 



ENSATiONS/ 
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SD SAO" 




O.K.ROLLO.VOU 
TA K£ THE BI- 
NOCULARS WHILE 

i havl>' MY FAVOR' 
ITECAHPy-' 
en erg 1 / giv1n& 
TOOT5h=ROLL? 





WHILE EVERYONE ON THE ROOF IS EXCITINGLY 

:■■!.: 

Sister sally HAS PWU.EO awav fro/w aiarv- 
86H.ECS ClASP-TOPDLIN&TOWAgP THE EDGE.. 



LOOK, CAPTAIN TOOTSIE 
LITTLE 5ALLY HAS &OT 
AWAY- LOOK, SHE'S 
WALKINGTO 
THE EDGE/ 




QUICKLY - IN THREE LON& STRIDES 
CAPTAIN TOOTS IE FIRMLY GRASPS THE 
TOT'S ARM - SAVES HER. FROM MAKIM& 
THAT FATAL LAST STEP-. 




THANK YOU CAPTAIN TOOTSIE" - 
J WE'RE THE &|RL'S PARENTS 
\HOW CAN WE EVER REPAY VOU? 
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Now You Can Get BILL BOYD WESTERN Each Month, By Mail 

( Please print your name clearly in pencil ! 



FAWCETT PUBLICATIONS INC. 
SUBSCRIPTION DEPARTMENT 
GREENWICH, CONN. 

YES, send me BILL BOYD WESTERN 

every month. 

I am enclosing $ in full payment. 

Name 

Address 

City Zone ... State 



Subscription Rates for U.-j e*d Possessions 
and Pan America 
(CHECK ONE) 
G 12 Issues for $1.20 
O 24 Issues for ?2.25 
□ 36 Issues for $3.00 



For other foreign e 



riptiorts lent to Canada, 
ntfiei, add 50 cents per year. 



GIFT SUBSCRIPTIONS FOR 
YOUR FRIENDS 

FAWCETT PUBLICATIONS INC. 
SUBSCRIPTION DEPARTMENT 
GREENWICH, CONN. 

YES, send BILL BOYD WESTERN every 
month to the names below, as my gift. 

Name 

Address 

City — Zone.... State 

□ 12 issues □ 24 issues □ 36 issues 

Name , 

Address 

City . Zone State ., 

□J 2 issues n_24 issues □ 36 issues 

My gift card should read 

I enclose $ for the above orders 
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BUT WHY WAS THAT MAN AFTER. 
HIM ? INDIAN AGENTS ARE THE 
OFFICIAL REPRESENTATIVES 
OF THE GOVERNMENT IN ITS 
DEALINGS WITH THE INDIAN 
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MY KIDS ! 

be first in your neighborhood 
to own the new 




Shatterproof! 
Crashproof! 



• with Lariatenna! 

• Colors: Red or Black cabinets 
with Silver trim. 

It'sreadynow,men!The hard-riding, 
' aquare-shooting Hopalong Cassidy 
Radio — specially designed and built 
by Arvin for the followers of today's 
greatest Western hero. It's a full- 
size radio, 8}4 inches long, 3% inches 
wide, 5 5/16 inches deep. It's a hand- 
some job in choice of fire red or jet 
black cabinet with silver-toned front. 
And if it gets knocked off the table 
during a rough frontier fracas, just 
pick it up and play it— the cabinet is 
crashproof! You'll be delighted with 
the way it brings in your favorite 
iradio shows! So hit the trail to your 
(dealer now, and hear the great new 
Arvin Hopalong Ca ssi dy Radiol 



• Ask Dad to get you this Official 
Hopalong Cassidy radio for Christmas! 




Leek for thl« Hopalong Cot sidy 
Radio Display In your favorite 
More NOW1 



Teleeition and Raiio Division 

Arvin Industries, Inc. 

Catwnbut, Indiana 

fly Nobl ill-Sparks laduttrit; Inc.) 



THIS CHRISTMAS ASK MBJM 






the BICYCLE 

with BUMPERS! 

• Rugged side bumpers protect the 
bequtifu) finish of Roadmaster when- 
ever It Is dropped or laid on the ground 
... or parked against a building . . . keeps 
your bicycle looking nice for years! 





. , STATE 

So we can HELP YOU GET A DAISY FOR CHRISTMAS, 
print below NAME untl INITIALS of your FATHER or 
GUARDIAN. We'll write him later! 

FATHER'S NAME 



AIR RIFLES 



176 BBS In New Giant Pouch For Only 5c 
DAISY MANUFACTURING CO., Dept. 1295, Plymouth, Mich., U.S.A. 



